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delightful of these deciduous loves. She " had an
amazing collection of the most rational philosophical
ideas, and she delivered them in the most pleasing
dress/' She resided in a grotto within a romantic
dale in Yorkshire, in a " little female republic "
of one hundred souls, all of them " straight, clean,
handsome girls/' In this glen there is only one
man, and he a fossil. Miss Melmoth, who would
discuss the paulo-post futurum of a Greek verb with
the utmost care and politeness, and had studied
" the Minerva of Sanctius and Hickes' Northern
Thesaurus/' was another nice young lady, though
rather free in her manner with gentlemen. But
they all die, sacrificed to the insatiable fate of
Buncle.

Here the reader may like,to enjoy a sample of
Buncle as a philosopher. It is a characteristic
passage :

" Such was the soliloquy I spoke, as I gazed on
the skeleton of John Orton; and just as I had ended,
the boys brought in the wild turkey, which they had
very ingeniously roasted, and with some of Mrs.
Burcot's fine ale and bread, I had an excellent supper.
The bones of the penitent Orton I removed to a hole
I had ordered my lad to dig for them; the skull
excepted, which I kept, and still keep on my table
for a memento mori; and that I may never forget
the good lesson which the percipient who once
resided in it had given. It is often the subject of
my meditation. When I am alone of an evening,
in my closet, which is often my case, I have the skull
of John Orton before me, and as I smoke a philosophic
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